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bridge, and two daring cossacks went some half-mile farther
up the river,  undressed and,  covering their heads with**7
bushes, quietly floated downstream with the current.   They
passed very close to the bank, and heard Red Army men
talking in a machine-gun emplacement;   but there was
nothing in the water, and it was clear the Reds were not^,
building a bridge.
As soon as the report arrived of the Reds' preparations
Gregor saddled his horse and rode to the spot He took a
circuitous route for the major part of the road, but for the
last two miles he decided to ride at a gallop across the open
meadow, risking the possibility that the Reds would open
fire upon him. He selected a green spur of willows jutting
from the Donside woodland- on the farther side of the
meadow, then raised his whip. The blow fell on the horse's
croup, and the animal set back its ears and flew like a bird
towards the willows. But Gregor had not ridden a hundred v
yards through the meadow when a machine-gun began to
rattle from the farther side of the river. The bullets whistled
past him like marmots. " They've seen me, the devils ! "
he thought, shaking out the reins and bending low, his
cheek touching the horse's mane. As though he had guessed
Gregorys intention the Red gunner aimed lower, and the
bullets hopped and skipped under his horse's forehoofs,
sending the mud spurting up from the earth still damp with
the spring flood water.
Gregor rose in his stirrups and almost lay along the horse's
outstretched neck. The green spur of willows rushed towards
him with extraordinary speed. When he had covered half
the distance a field-gun thundered from the opposite hill.
The roar of the explosion made Gregor rock in the saddle.
The groaning whistle of the shrapnel had hardly died out
of his ears, the reeds pressed down by the violent disturbance
of the air had not risen again when the gun thundered a
second time. The grinding, oppressing roar seemed to reach
its utmost height of intensity, then suddenly stopped for the
hundredth of a second. And in that hundredth of a second
a black cloud arose before his eyes, the earth trembled with
the shattering blow, and the horse's forelegs fell somewhere
into space. ...
Gregor tumbled headlong, striking so forcibly against the
ground that his trousers burst at the knees, and the straps